THE GOAT

Most seemed full of the same sort of people, come to
look on at this thrill, guaranteed real, no cinema
effects. But there was at least one official barge as
well. I was introduced to the owner's wife, who was
dressed in a tactful sort of quarter mourning with
purple feathers, and obviously was much puzzled at
what attitude to take up. She didn't think her hus-
band's was quite nice or suitable, but could not make
up the thing she called her mind, poor dear, what
was! Most of the men on the barge were owners of a
sort, but not yet rich enough to qualify. They
laughed rather violently, and had a good many
whiskies themselves. I think they were definitely
more barbarian than the crowd, with a queer sort of
brutality that one would never get, say, in a Balkan
State, and hardly even in France. They all rushed
forward into the bows as soon as there was anything
to see, and the barge tipped, but no one seemed to
notice.

Neither Tom nor I saw much of the actual business
of the drowning of the Goat. One can imagine that
sort of thing quite well enough not to have to look
closely. Besides, we were too far off to see much.
When I saw the group of them come down the
cleared space at the dock-head, I didn't go on looking.
There was no possible psychological interest in it and
as little beauty as in a real crucifixion before the
artists have been at work on it. But we could tell what
was happening by the crowd. When they began
singing 'All through the night' to steady themselves.
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